
We learned from Homer Peck that Michael 
McCail. Co. H, was killed July 3d, by a ball 
which entered his breast. His name is not 
on the list furnished by the Adjutant, but 
Mr. Peck said he was standing by McCail's 
side and saw him fall. 

The remainder of the sick and wounded of 
the 122d have either gone home, to their reg
iments or to the general hospitals. 

SPIRIT OF THE MEN. 
All the boys of both regiments were glad 

to see us. They had not seen a face, nor a 
letter, nor a newspaper from Syracuse since 
the battle. The general inquiry was, "what 
did they say at home about our fighting?"— 
Of course we assured them that everybody 
was proud of them, and that we knew all the 
time they would fight equal to the best sol
diers in the world, if they were properly led. 
They all felt that for once at least, they had 
thoroughly whipped the enemy. One of the 
boys, who had lost a limb, was so delighted 
with the result of the fight, t h a t he said he 
would have lost his other leg rather than 
have been kept out of the battle. Not a 
murmur did we hear from any one. In one 
tent where every soldier had lost an arm or 
a leg, we heard the boys discussing, in a 
friendly way, the comparative value of the 
missing limbs. Instead of whining and try
ing to elicit sympathy by magnifying their 
afflictions, each one argued that his loss was 
not equal to that of the others. The plucky, 
armless boys claimed that it was much worse 
to have a leg amputated than an upper ex
tremity; while the brave fellows who could 
wear but one stocking contended stoutly that 
an arm is better than a leg anyhow. The 
only complaint we heard was concerning the 
enemy in the rear, who aid the more manly 
enemy in front, by opposing the war and the 
draft, and by inciting mobs to commit mur
der and robbery and arson. Everywhere we 
heard soldiers wishing they could be sum
moned to New York to aid in suppressing 
that fiendish riot. They said they thought it 
was tough for them to be down there expos
ing their lives to save a country which seems 
so little to appreciate their services. 

CLOTHING AND DELICACIES. 
The large box of clothing and delicacies 

prepared and collected by the Ladies' Loyal 
League, we divided into two equal parts and 
left one in each hospital. Col. Randall took 
charge of the portion left for the 149th, and 
Mr. Hancock, the good hospital steward of 
the 122d, consented to distribute the other 
part. The men expressed their gratitude in 
the warmest terms for being so kindly re
membered by the ladies. 

At present there is a liberal supply of 
comforts and delicacies, furnished by those 
excellent commissions, the Sanitary and the 
Christian. 

SANITARY AND CHRISTIAN COMMISSIONS. 

The agents of these associations visited the 
battle field immediately after the fight, and 
furnished, with an unsparing hand, hospital 
stores and food for the wounded. Had it 
not been for their early and faithful and un-



tiring labors and benefactions, hundreds of 
our soldiers must have died from neglect and 
starvation. Too much praise cannot be ac
corded to them for their work of love, and 
the L. L. L. and our citizens generally may 
rest assured that all contributions which are 
sent to them, are judiciously, as well as faith-
fully applied. Although there is an abun
dance at present, it should be remembered 
that there is still in the vicinity of Gettys
burg an army of wounded Union and rebel 
soldiers, who are treated precisely alike, and 
who will continue to need help for weeks to 
come. 

STATE AGENTS. 
We met Col. Seymour, brother to the Gover

nor, Mr. F . McClosky and Dr. Babcock, agents 
of the State to look after our soldiers. They 
were industriously searching out and caring 
for New York boys, and we are under obli-
gations to them for many favors. 

We brought some trophies from the field. 
Among others two rebel caps, canes and bul
lets from the tree against which Lieut. Col. 
Randall was leaning when wounded, pieces 
of shell, &c. But this letter is intolerably 
long already, and I close. 

Yours, H. D. 

The Visit of the Agents of the Ladies' 
Loyal League to t h e H o s p i t a l s 

a t G e t t y s b u r g . 

DETAILED STATEMENT OF THE CONDITION OF 
THE AND WOUNDED OF THE 

122D AND 149TH. 

WASHINGTON, July 22d, 1863. 
Editor of the Syracuse Journal: 

We reached Gettysburg on the 14th inst., 
at midnight, after a lengthy but gay ride on 
the cattle and freight cars. We found the 
hotels pretty well filled with visitors, but 
were furnished with an airy lodging place 
on the floor of the "Eagle" piazza. The next 
day we were joined by George A. P., and 
after much fruitless inquiry and search we 
found the Twelfth Corps Hospital, about four 
miles out of town, not far from the Balti
more turnpike. Here were the most severe
ly wounded of the 149th; those with slight 
wounds haying been removed to Baltimore, 
Philadelphia, &c. 

TWELFTH CORPS HOSPITAL. 

The first man we met was Lieut. Col. Ran-
dall, walking about very slowly, with his arm 
in a sling. He was wounded in the shoulder 
and arm. He is getting along finely. His 
wife arrived the next day after our visit, and 
they expect to leave soon for Massachusetts. 

Capt. Doran was wounded in the right 
arm half way between the elbow and wrist 
while swinging his hand and cheering on 
the boys. The bones were extensively frac
tured. He exhibited five pieces of bone 
which had been driven through the flesh and 
which he found in his shirt-sleeve after the 
engagement. The wound is healing rapidly, 
and the Captain hopes to come home soon. 

Lieut. Westcott, Co. A, was very severely 



wounded. The ball entered about an inch 
below the left eye and came out back of the 
left angle of the right j aw below the ear.— 
The jaw was badly fractured and the wound 
has a very unpromising look. His recovery 
is doubtful. His brother had just arrived 
and is nursing him very attentively, 

Wm. F . Hubbard, Co. D, had his right 
arm, below the elbow, shattered by a ball, 
which lodged in the right hip, where it still 
remains beyond the reach of the probe.— 
The ball was flattened when it struck the 
bone of the arm, and it made a very severe 
gash when it entered the hip. He will re
cover, but will be lame for some time. His 
father is taking care of him. 

Lewis Nelty, Co. D, was struck on the 
head by a ball which produced a slight 
fracture of the skull and temporary paralysis 
of the left leg. He is improving rapidly and 
walks about the camp without difficulty. 

After Root, Co. D, had his right thigh 
fractured just above the knee. The wound 
is quite painful, but is healing as rapidly as 

can be expected. 
Wm. Sharp, Co. I, was wounded in the 

fleshy part of the right thigh. The ball had 
been extracted and he was doing well. 

Charles Holmes, Co. K, had a hole made 
by a Minie through the left cheek to the right 
side of his neck. He is getting along nicely, 
although his drink still comes out through 
the cheek. He was going to the general 
hospital very soon. 

Daniel McCord, Co. G, from Skaneateles, 
had his left thigh amputated. He was lying 
in the tent smoking his pipe when we enter
ed. The wound is healing very rapidly. 

Lieut. Coville, Co. E, was quite ill with ty-
phoid fever. He was able to converse, but 
was by no means out of danger. His nurse 
was George Birch, Co. E. 

Edward Hopkins, Co. E, was convalescent 
from typhoid fever. 

Philip Pelton, Co. K, was walking about 
minus his right arm, which was amputated 
shortly after the battle. The wound is heal-
ing favorably. 

Charles Bausinger, Co. B, was so severely 
wounded in the upper part of the arm as to 
require the removal of a portion of the bone. 
The flow of blood was very great and he 
was much weakened by it, but he is now 
picking up "right smart." 

James M. Smith, Co. G, was wounded in 
the side near the left hip. The wound is 
nearly healed and he is able to walk around 
the camp. 

John Gippard, Co. B, had his thigh so se
verely fractured as to make the operation of 
resection necessary and the removal of about 
six inches of the bone. He is doing well 
and will probably recover. 

Michael McManus, Co. G, was wounded 
through the shoulder. He is in excellent 
spirits, and his wound has a favorable look 

Perry Norton, Co. I, was wounded in the 
right thigh. The ball still remains and can 
not be found. The wound is healing. He 
said that "the enemy flanked us ... 



turned around; gave them fits and drove 
them out." 

Henry Moore, Co. I, of Cicero, was 
wounded in the right lung, died and was 
buried the day before our arrival. 

These were all the sick and wounded of 
the 149th remaining in the field hospital.— 
The rest, who were progressing finely, had 
been sent to the general hospitals. The 
Twelfth Corps hospital is under the care of 
Dr. Goodman, and is a model of neatness.— 
Dr. G. is an experienced, skillful and at-
tentive Surgeon. 

SIXTH CORPS HOSPITAL. 

The Sixth Corps hospital, in which are the 
wounded of the 122d, is about a mile distant 
from that of the Twelfth. 

Here we found Stephen Blake, Co. B, 
122d regiment, who received a gunshot 
wound through the lungs. He could not be 
prevented from talking to us, although every 
breath pained him. His respiration was 
rapid and difficult, and his face had a dusky 
look which was very unpromising. His re-
covery is more than doubtful. 

Charles Steele, Co. B, had a ball strike his 
upper lip and pass through the jaw into his 
shoulder. He seems to be recovering speed-

ily. 
Hudson C. Marsh, Co. B, formerly a clerk 

at Wynkoops', had an ugly flesh wound 
through the middle of the right thigh. He 
has the best of pluck and spirits and his 
wound is healing. 

Homer Peck, Co. H, of Van Buren, was 
walking about with a bandage over a wound 
of the scalp on the left side of his head. He 
looked as if he had been in a street fight 
and had come off second best, but he claim-
ed to be all right. 

Morris Harrington, Co. H, was wounded 
in the forehead. I t was a loud call for Mor- , 
ris, but it did not cool his courage. The 
wound is healing nicely, and he is able to be 
about. 

Thomas H. Scott, Co. B, had his knee 
bruised, but he was nearly well and expects 
to rejoin his regiment soon. 

Aaron Gaylord, Co. F , was quite ill, but 
not dangerously so, with chronic diarrhea. 

FROM THE 122D. 

CAMP OF THE 122D N. Y. V., 
NEAT WARRENTON, Va. 

July 28, 1863. 
Our progress to this point has not been 

marked with any startling occurrence, such 
as sometimes takes place, and as we used to 

think constantly happened to a soldier—so far 
as our regiment and brigade are concerned. 

We crossed the Potomac on Monday, July 
20th, at Berlin; the same place where we 
crossed last fall, after the rebels were driven 
out of "My Maryland" before, and took the 
same general course down the Cumberland 
Valley, though not by exactly the same 
route. 

Last Thursday (23d) a sharp fight took 
place at Manassas Gap, and we pushed on to 

support the troops engaged ; but after a te-
dious march we arrived there the next morn-



ing, to find the enemy beaten and gone. We 
encamped at the beginning of the Gap, and 
saw our troops returning. The columns 
came, worn, tired, dirty and battle-stained, 
but firm and cheerful, colors flying, every face 
resolute, as troops are apt to feel after a vic-
tory, 

As they moved past, a long gap of dim but-
ternut color varied the dark blue of the 
column, and the word "there go the pris
oners," was passed from mouth to mouth, as 
several hundred captured rebels passed by, 
with dejected air; but not a soul cheered, 
for brave men respect misfortune in such 
devils to fight as they are, though it is in the 
worst cause under heaven. 

A few of them walked straight, with defi
ant look, but almost all looked guilty and 
ashamed of their position, and it reminded 
me of a mortally wounded rebel at Gettys
burg, who, after he was told by the Surgeon 
that nothing could be done for him, kept 
moaning, "Oh, God! let me live, and I'll 
never fight against the Union no more!" till 
death sealed his lips. 

From Manassas Gap we came to this point, 
about two miles northwest of Warrenton, 
reaching here on Saturday last, and we have 
remained here ever since. What, where, or 
how, next, of course, no one but the com-
mander and authorities know, and it is not 
probable they would tell if I should ask 
them. 

The whole army has been somewhat cha-
grined and pretty well enraged at the active 
co-operation in the city of New York with 
the rebels in their kind efforts to cut our 
throats or lodge us in the Hotel de Libby, 
and I heard the wish expressed scores of 
times that Shaler's Brigade and Butler's Bat
tery of six light twelves could be allowed to 
reason with the mob after their peculiar man
ner awhile, on the subject of rebellion against 
the laws of the land. 

From the impressive style in which they 
lectured on this subject to a party of gentle
men at Antietam, Williamsport, Fredericks
burg, Marie's Heights, Salem Heights, Get
tysburg, and several other places within my 
observation, I think they would have made a 
telling impression on the mob; but hap
pily the necessity or desirability is now re
moved. 

The one feeble taper of hope for the rebels 
which they saw in the New York mob, has 
vanished. 

Vicksburg has fallen on the heel of the 
prediction in the Thunderer that it could not 
fall. Port Hudson has followed. Lee goes 
reeling and shattered back towards Rich
mond; Rosecrans has smashed Bragg;— 
Sherman has routed his enemy; Morgan's 
marauder's are bagged, and the rebel papers 
confess that the knees of the Confederacy 
are knocking in fear of the fall of Charles
ton, and an anxious search seems to be going 
on again for the "last ditch." 

We feel a great deal encouraged. Now is 
the time to redouble our efforts, and to fill 
up our ranks and finish the war. Give us the 

men. Let the people see and feel and act 



that the right to enjoy the blessings and 
emunities of a government, and the duty to 
maintain it are coequal and concurrent, and 
we shall not be very long in returning peace 
to our borders and prosperity to our l a n d . 

Our boys are in good spirits and health.— 
Till the next time. 
Yours, 

Letter from the 122d Regiment. 
Correspondence of the Syracuse Daily Journal. 
CAMP 122D N. Y. V., NEAR WARRENTON, VA., 

July 29th, 1863. 
When we used to read in Charles O'Malley, 

of the serried line of steel, the tramp of the 
men, the slow winding column, the rumble 
of the artillery, the rattle of the wagons, the 
shouts of the drivers, the hoarse orders of the 
officers, the glittering General and Staff 
sweeping by, the curvetting cavalryman, the 
champing of the bit, the clank of the sabre 
and the pretty vivandiere dealing out wine 
to the men, did not our hearts tingle with 
admiration of the life, and aspiration to share 
in i t ? Well, we have had it all with some 
slight variation, for which we have not been 
very thankful, for the last six weeks, and to 
our heart's content. Still the variations have 
not been entirely unpleasant, or devoid of 
fun. 

The column and rumble spoken of have 
been in constant attendance, and so has been 
an internal cloud of dust, when it did not 
rain, which was nearly a third of the time. 
The serried steel has been along too, in the 
shape of the boy's muskets and sundry frying 
pans and coffee pots slung on to them for 
ease of carriage, while some ill-natured peo
ple might make the remark that something 
sounding very much like steel might be recog-
nized in occasional strings of chickens, 
onions, &c., dangling from the aforesaid mus
kets as they were carried at a "right shoulder 
shift." 

We have also the shouts of the drivers, 
but the less said on that head the better, for 
if a Neophyte were to answer the question 
from observation, "What is the motive power 
of army trains?" he would at once answer 
"Profanity and black whip." Then we have 
"clank," "clank," "sabre" and all that ad 
nauseam, and we have our vivandiere too— 
not the time-booted, pretty Minette, who 
broke her heart with love for a Colonel, and 
broke the heart of the biggest grenadier of 
France with love for her, but a modernized 
pattern of Virginia mould, in the shape of 
a big nigger wench at every cabin door, sell
ing corn cakes made without yeast or salt, 
at twenty-five cents a piece. Plenty of flags 
waving, and music too, some of it peculiar. 
For instance, one morning we formed line 
early after a hard march the day before, and 
pushed into the road. I t was raining, and 
dark , and the boys' rations had nearly run 
out, and the necessity of great celerity was 
imminent. They understood it all, and as 
they filed out and started, they struck up in 
full chorus, to an old familiar camp-meeting 
tune, as follows: 


